She got up and asked them to kindly step out into the next room. I
opened the glass door and they all did exactly as they were bid—a little
ashamed. They could still watch through the glass door, however, and so
were content to stay.
They recovered after finding themselves there, and the heavy-faced
lawyer employed by Miriam Noel said loudly with a swagger,' Well, here
they are ... at last. Now, where's the Md?'
He opened the door to the bedroom and went in. I went in after him
and saw him jerk the blanket from the sleeping infant. He laughed * Yeah!
here it is!'
The sheriffs each took an arm, all I had? and said, 'No violence. Take it
easy. Take it easy/
To the sheriffs' credit be it said, they moved that plug-ugly out,
Now Olgivanna opened the door and came in. * Don't, we must make
the best of it, Frank/ And I saw that I was only making scene for copy.
The usual circus.
'Please take it quietly,5 she said.
I did.
Of course it was a newspaper frame-up with the 'lawyers'. A reward
had been offered and the 'mother's son' found his information profitable.
Cameras had already been set up around the house to illustrate the story as
we came out of the door.
The horror of such impotence as mine! I pleaded with the valiant sheriff
to take me and leave the mother and children where they were with a
guard over them until morning. The trap had been sprung late on pur-
pose—after ten o'clock—and after having pretended to call up his
superior at Minneapolis (it would have spoiled the story to leave them
behind that way) he came back to say that it was impossible to get him.
But he agreed now to leave my little family in custody where they were.
And I went out in the face of puffing flashlights, got into his car and was
driven down to the sheriff at the country jail in Minneapolis. His name
was Brown.
Brown was a man of some parts in the Hennepin County community.
A sheriff, but serving as a patriot without pay to clean up the Baptist belt
and make it moral or something. A reporter volunteered the information
that he had got himself into the newspapers a few days before, hand-
cuffed to two thugs—to show 'the people* how serviceable a sheriff they
had.
He knew of us only as he had read newspaper reports of the case and
scented more publicity.
Well—I argued with the great Brown and I pleaded in vain. At length
and with reason I pleaded with this sacrificial honour-man to leave the
nursing mother and the two children at the cottage until morning ... I
would go to jail willingly if he would be considerate of them.
*I give you my word, Mr. Wright, I couldn't do that. No. Not even for
my own brother. No. I am an officer sworn in to uphold the law.*
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